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lost his temper and no one used the coarse language so
familiar to her.

"They're ashamed to in front of the girl," she decided.

She liked the serious expression on Natasha's face as
she watched everyone attentively, as if these young men
were mere children.

"Just a minute, comrades," she cried suddenly, and
they all stopped talking and looked at her.

"Those of you are right who say we must know every-
thing. We must kindle in ourselves the light of reason,
so as to be seen by those who are struggling in darkness.
We must have a true and honest answer for everything.
We must know the whole truth and the whole false-
hood. ..."

The kkokhol listened and nodded his head in rhythm
to her words. Vesovshchikov and the redhead and one of
the boys from the factory who had come with Pavel stood
in a group off to one side, and for some reason the mother
did not like them.

When Natasha had finished speaking, Pavel stood up.

"Is it only a full stomach we want? Nothing of the
sort," he said calmly, looking at the three. "We must
show those who are straddling our backs and holding
blinders over our eyes that we see everything. We are not
stupid, and we are not beasts to want nothing but a full
stomach. We want to live a life worthy of human beings.
We must prove to our enemies that the life of drudgery
they have saddled us with doesn't keep us from being
their intellectual equals and even superiors!"

A feeling of pride rose in his mother's breast as she
listened to him. How well he spoke!

"There are plenty of people who get enough to cat,
but few who are honest!" said the khokkol "We must
build a bridge across the bog of this beastly life to the
future kingdom of human brotherhood. That's the task
facing us, comrades!"

"If it's time to fight, why sit with folden hands?" ob-
jected Vesovshchikov gruffly.